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The rolling eyes, the dangerously flashing teeth,
and the lightning changes of expression in that tawny
face under the immaculate straw hat made the new
comer difficult to recognize. But Maud knew him
at once.
"Why!" gasped Mrs Nixon. "Why!..." She
began to laugh.
" Yes," said Maud.   " It's that young fellow, Podd."
"No, but the mendicant," said Mrs Nixon in a
whisper. "The guru! The lama from the Zoo. . . .
Can't you see, Maud? It's Lochinvar M'Whizzle."
" Thank you, good Podd, thank you," drawled the
well-known voice as the guru straightened himself.
"Ha, Nixon!"
"Great Heavens!" exclaimed the District Officer,
coming forward rapidly.
The young confidential clerk dashed up again and,
taking out his gold tie-pin, bent to repair the damage
done by the dachshunds.
" I never dreamt for a moment..." began Nixon,
in a distressed voice,
" Fierce animals, those of yours," said the Chief of
the Secret Police, making a magnificent effort to pre-
serve an oriental calm.
"We feed them on blood," said the other, with a
forced laugh. " But Fm awfully sorry it was you."
"As well to be me as any other lama/' said
M'Whizzle, nastily. " I can afford to buy a new pair
of trousers occasionally, A Tibetan lama cannot
You ought to keep such dogs muzzled. They are a
public danger! ., . Thank you again, good Podd. Is
all well?"